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boy, was made to do little more than straddle elephants.
Periodically, an American came to India with a ten-
cent cigar in his mouth, the blueprints of a new factory
under his arm, and when he went back to America a
year or two later it was with the feeling of having been
a crusader. In return, we who comprised one-fifth of
the world's population were unknown as a race or a
people to the United States immigration authorities.
We entered America under the classification: "Other
Races."
I never realized how all this affected us until I was
made to fe.el the effects myself.
"The British took a long time," I said to myself, "but
they understand us now."
America doesn't.
If this nation of Americans, as one of the Big Three,
claims part of the leadership of the world it must have
a correct picture of the other people who live in this
world. It has to realize that, while the old landmarks of
empire can still be found in our country, a new genera-
tion more truly Indian than the men who bowed, has
emerged from that period. A silent revolution has swept
over our mind and thought. While the masses appear
to be dumb and pitiful, while the dead weight of caste
and prejudice appears to stifle their growth, a new India
has risen on its mediaeval trappings. Defective leader-
ship and "communal" wrangles have persisted. Anti-
quated customs and quaint ceremonial have remained.
But even so, momentum has gathered in our slothful
continent and from life's substance have been carved
new values, new direction and a new order.
We are once again a self-sufficient people. We are a
people with self-respect. We are straining to resemble